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OUR CHAMELEON CONTEMPORARY. 
HERE is one thing that is always admira- 
ble in our Esteemed Contemporary, the 
New York /era/d, and that is its origi- 
nality. It may be—verchance ’twere. not too 
much to say that it is—several things that are 
undesirable; but at least there is no beastly 
conservative monotony of style about it. 

Yes, in that particular, at least, the Herald 
comes quite up to our ideal of an American 
newspaper. It may do very well for the blun- 
dering old fogy Englishman to seek in his jour- 
nal that quality of firm adhesion to a specific 
tone and a prearranged policy which enables 
the reader at all times and seasons to know just 
where to find it. But we, in this lively and 
“ progressive” country—we want variety. 

And we get it in the Hera/d. 

The latest brilliant exhibition of what we re- 
gard solely as a beautiful versatility of editorial 
style; but what the cold and carping world 
might call Inconsistency, is to be found in our 
E. C,’s editorial on the “Freedom of the 
Press,” in the paper of last Friday. 

It appears that our other Estéemed Con- 
temp., the N. Y¥. Sun, has taken the Hera/d to 
task for its silence in the matter of Conkling 
and Sprague—or Sprague and Conkling, which- 
ever you may please to call it. In fact, the au- 
dacious Sun said that Mr. Conkling, or Mr. 
Conkling’s friends, must have “ ed” the 
Herald to say nothing of the North New York 


To which our friend the A¢ra/d replies, 
mounting on a lofty pedestal of injured dig- 


ni 
1That at first it didn’t believe the “rumors” | 


were true. 

Il.—That even when it did believe them, it 
thought “‘something was due to the sensibilities 
of a lady who moved in the highest circles,” 

III.—That the press ought not to invade the 


not invade the privacy of domestic life. 


IV.—That Governor Sprague doesn’t amount 
to much, anyhow. 

We feel it our duty to congratulate our E.C. 
upon the new and beautiful light which it has 
thrown upon the duties and responsibilities of 
journalism. — 

' And we respectfully ask leave to point out to 
the Sun, which seems to be in a horridly skep- 
tical and unsatisfied mood, how firm and unas- 
sailable is the position of the newspaper founded 
by the late lamented J. G. Bennett. 

Let us go through the statements of the He- 
rald in due and proper order, 

Of course, the Hera/d couldn’t be expected 
to believe a rumor, or a set of rumors, not fully 
authenticated and established by affidavits and 
collateral testimony. We all know how par- 
ticular the Hera/d is about these things. It has 
built up quite a reputation on the strength of 
its conscientious accuracy, and it is a shame in 
the Sun to try to belittle a character that came 
so hard, and needs so much cultivation to con- 
tinue in blossom. 

And then, of course, something is due—a 
great deal is due—to the sensibilities of a lady 
who moves in the highest circles—just where 
the Herald moves. Something is always due 
to a lady’s sensibilities, and we are glad to see 
that the Hera/d so readily recognizes the fact. 
In this case the “ something ’’ due appears to 
have been judicious silence. Strange, that a 
certain poor old lady up at the corner of Fifth 
Avenue and Thirty-fourth Street had no claim 
to a little of the same commodity when, a week 
ago, the Hera/d revived a shocking story about 
her dead husband, a very rich and rather un- 
popular person whose tomb was robbed early 
this Spring. The tenant’s body was never re- 
stored; but the people about the poor old lady 

tried to calm and quiet her by telling her that 

ey had got it back—a point on which the 

a/d, to use a word which that journal much 
affects—disillusioned her. Nobody outside of 
the Hera/d office could see the use of printing 
a stale and untrustworthy report, written three 
months ago, and in no wise calculated to do 
the slightest good. Still we can only suppose, 
and the Sun must content itself with supposing, 
that this case was exceptional, or that Mrs, 
Stewart doesn’t move in society high enough 
rv give her sensibilities to which anything is 

ue. 

It is true, wholly true, that the press should 
The 
Sun should never forget this. We can’t, just at 
present, call to mind exactly when the Sun did 
invade the privacy of private.life; but we feel 
that we are safe, at least, in recommending it 
to follow the noble example of the Heradd. 
And, finally,, Governor Sprague does not 


amount to much, As the AHera/d says, he 


‘merely did his duty” when he stood up for the 


Union at the beginning of the war. We know 
one, or two papers that didn’t find out what 
their duty was until after Lee’s surrender; but 
that is a side-issue, Governor Sprague amounts 
to no more than any man who does his duty: 
hence he has no rights as a husband, and but 


few as a father. 








KELL Y. 





‘“My God, my God, is it possible!” 





Now you know why Robinson Crew so. 





Pucx did it, with his little cartoon last week. 





Mr. Joun Ketty has gone to meet Mr. 
Roscoe Conkling. 





Rosinson’s eighteen was very bad atin’ for 





the Tammany stomach. 





Purkerings, 








Conk.inc thinks Sprague is a hog, 








Roscok cooled down on milk and crackers, 









Our cartoonist opens a masonic lodge this |} 


week. 








Lorne sings: ‘‘There’s a Letellier in this 
scandal.” 





He will hereafter be known as the shot-gun 
candidate. 





We fear that Mr. Conkling’s hyperion curl 
is disarranged. 





None of the spectators will be permitted to 
sleep on ‘‘ Wolfert’s Roost.” 





WHATEVER may hereafter appear to be Mr, | 


Duff’s position, it is now August-in Daly’s the- 
atre. 





SmitH thinks that his tailor’s persistent de- 
mands ought to be checked, and so does the 
tailor. 





Our Toronto contemporary will please ob- 
serve that we have got a Grip on the Masonic 
question. 





Ir you see any human hogs porcine in their 
mad career, you may attribute it to our back- 
page cartoon. 





Persons’ who go where they aren’t wanted 
sometimes get an insignia of honor. They get 
the dague d’or. 





THE Herald wouldn't believe the first rumors, 
But that shot-gun was kinder realistic—it didn’t 
seem improbable. 





RuopeE IsLanp may be a small State, but it 
can hold a pretty big scandal. So thinks 
Roscoe the chase-d. 
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Our sketches of the human hog, his works | 
and ways, may impress upon the subject thereof 


the fact that between two stools, a: man makes 
a beast of himself. 





Ans. TO CORRESPONDENTS.—N. Y. Sun: Did 7 


we hurt its little feelings? 
wouldn’t do it for the world. 


wicked man; and Commissioner Wheeler was } 
an angel in top-boots, so he was! B’ess ums 
little soul! 





Tue gentleman who reserves chairs at #7 
place of public entertainment, and then brings © 
his party in late, with a grand flourish, may be 
very clever; but he doesn’t think so when he™ 
finds that a delegation from the fat.men’s clad | 
has squatted down on those chairs—and squah™ 


ted to stay. : 








Worirce. 

_—— a 

Numbers 1, 2, 4, 5, 9, 10, 18, 14, 22, 25, 265 
40 and 47 of Puck will be bought at this office, 20% 
23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy. om 
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Bless ums—we } 
It should have > 
its owny own way! Mayor Cooper was a bad, | 
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PUCK, 





EFFORT OF HIS LIFE, 


E all remember the tale of the Frog who 
KAA determined to make the greatest effort 
of his life, and surpass in size the Bull 

of which he was envious. 

He “‘busted” himself, proving it is dangerous, 
sometimes, to be a blower. 

Now, possibly, this ambitious Frog, who 
made a particularly bad failure of himself, 
might have been the “‘ frog who would a woo- 
ing go;” and so far we have no fault to find 
with him, for it is allowable to frogs and men 
to go a-wooing ; 4u¢—and here is the point—the 
froggy in question did his wooing ‘‘ whether 
his mother would let him or no;” showing 
he had no respect for the laws in such cases 
made and provided. 

Which was, and is, wrong, both for men and 
frogs. 

We are reminded of these natural-historical 
events by certain recent passages in the life of 
Mr. Roscoe Conkling, who, for many years 
past, has been promising the world— Ais world 
—that very soon he would make the “ greatest 
effort of his life.” 

As Mr. Conkling is a public speaker, the 
‘“‘world”’ supposed, of course, the ‘‘effort” was 
to be made in a speech, very much as the frog 
made his—by blowing. But the years passed 
on, and a suffering public awaited in vain any 
effort that, by any possible bonhomie or flat- 
tery, it could term “greatest,” or even “great.” 
None was made—until last week. 

But then it was a physical, an athletic ef- 
fort, not a forensic one. We have no fancy to 
borrow the thunder of the daily papers, but the 
way the Senator from New York skipped when 
the ex-Governor of Rhode Island pointed his 
shot-gun at him, was a sight to make mén play 
Talmage with their legs and mouths, and to set 
the gods on high Olympus dancing jigs of 
ecstacy. Luckily little Rhody is a small State, 
so the Senator got out of it quickly, but even 
then, his go-as-you-please time is the best on 
record. 

Whether this “greatest effort of his life” 
adds to the dignity of a statesman who has al- 
ways prided himself upon his dignity; whether 
it is the act of a gentleman who has always pa- 
raded his high sense of honor to drag the se- 
crets and sorrows of private life before a grin- 
ning public; whether the whole affair, with its 
facts, its innuendoes, its imaginings, will set Mr. 
Conkling any further ahead in the coming Pre- 
sidential race for which he is entered, is some- 
thing about which Puck has his own idea, but 
about which he won’t speak—just now. 








FREE MASONRY. 


ip UCK is unlike Alexander in this that he 
will never sigh for more worlds to con- 

quer. There is such a terrible amount 
of humbug, that no sooner does this little preux 
chevalier unhorse one than a hundred others 
take the place of the one discomfited. 

Now, all over this land and many other 
lands are gorgeous Temples erected to the 
honor and glory of Free Masonry, wherein 
certain mystic rites are performed, which, if 
sundry “disclosures” are true, might be called 
by men of sense indecent; by so-called re- 
ligionists blasphemous; and by the Tite Barn- 
acles of society so much bigod nonsense. 

Possibly these occasional “disclosures” are 
untrue; but they bear a close resemblance in 
their puerility to such ceremonies as the Free 
Masons allow a distracted community to see 
in their public laying of corner-stones, public 
burials and public installations; and the dis- 
tracted community aforesaid may not be blamed 
if it takes a little stock in the “disclosures.” 





MR. CONKLING MAKES THE GREATEST 





But, we are told, all these secret and mystic 
doings are done in the sacred name of charity 
—in the name, probably, of that charity which 
begins at home and leaves everybody else out 
in the cold. And in the name of common 
sense, in this Nineteenth Century, in these 
days of newspapers, telegraphs and railroads, 
is it necessary, to accomplish any good and 
righteous work, that men should hide them- 
selves in secluded rooms, don the dress and go 
through the mummeries and use the mouthings 
of the benighted people of the Middle Ages? 
It strikes us it would be very unpleasant for 
the Masons to exhibit themselves at the Acade- 
my undisguised, and go through their “‘cere- 
monies” while the boxes and balconies were 
filled with the best people of the city. It 
strikes us that it would be funnier than a cir- 
cus. 

And even their Charity falls very far short 
of their professions, as could testify very many 
Mason’s widows who haunt the ante-rooms of 
lodges in this city, and receive charity as cold 
as the Tiler’s sword. 

But there is still a greater evil connected 
with Free Masonry than anything we have 
briefly touched upon thus far, and that is its 
exclusion of lovely woman from its rites. What 
is this world without woman? What are we 
good for, any way, without woman? Can it 
be possible that the Masons are really not 
working for Charity, but for the annihilation 
of that Sex which both cheers and intoxicates 
us ? 

Where is there another Joan of Arc, another 
Maid of Saragossa to call their sisters to arms 
and make a raid on the lodges? Clearly in 
these days Women must have their Rights at 
the lodges as well as at the polls; and now, 
having stirred them up about it, we leave the 
subject for the present, feeling sure that ere 
long they will make public all hitherto con- 
cealed about Masonry. 

Meanwhile let this be the home rule to the 
husband :—If you want to go to the Lodge to- 
night, dear, sake me with you! 
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‘“‘ The Finest in the World.” 








SAD! 





‘* Integer vitae, scelerisque purus.” 


OUND in his life and free from bad 
. behavior 
Lived the Lord Roscoe: Noble was his 
Lordship, 
And one small love-lock gracefully meandered 
Over his forehead. 


High was Lord Roscoe’s dignified ambition ; 
Aimed he in secret at the Pres-i-den-cy, 
Now all his budding hopes are nipped by one 
small 
Awkward occurrence, 


For in Lord Roscoe's high-attunéd nature 

Dwelt one peculiar element of danger. 

He was a fine man, but, sir, he was much too 
Blank philanthropic. 


So when a fair one, weeping, unbefriended, 
Sought him and murmured: ‘“O my Lord of 
Roscoe, 
I have a husband, so to put it, shaky 
In his top-story. 


Yet did he, in his days of mental soundness, 

Salt down his savings in the bankrupt business— 

Being some millions, on which I would rather 
Not pay my taxes—” 


Then the Lord Roscoe, fingering his scalp lock, 
Pondered a moment, and replied he thought he 
Saw his way clearly to arranging matters. 

And he arranged them. 


Yes, the Lord Roscoe, in the Senate, calmly 
Asked his respected colleagues if they wouldn’t 
Kindly remit that little bill of taxes 

Due to the nation. 


But as the reader fairly might foreshadow, 

This little act of philanthropic kindness 

Let the Lord Roscoe in for quite a good deal 
Of legal bizness. : 


And so it chanced, three weeks ago, his 
Lordship 
Found it im-per-a-tive-ly ne-ces-sa-ry 
That he should take a trip to Narragansett 
Pier in Rhode Island. 


Thus did Lord Roscoe journey to Canonchet: 

There he arrived on strictly legal bizness. 

Bearing as luggage one trunk, one portmanteau 
And an umbrella. 


As we have stated, the aforesaid husband 

Was not renowned for extra mental vigor, 

But it is only fair to state he was not 
Clean gone entirely. 


And when he saw that trunk and that port- 
manteau 
And that umbrella, he arose in anger, 
And he incontinently did eject His Lordship 
With his old shot-gun. 


= 
” * 


Though it appears by later information, 

That the ejection was not so intended, 

That the performance was intended for a 
Teutonic tutor. 


* 
* * 
Such is the story that our children’s children 
Will tell their children, when those tender 
infants 
Ask of Lord Roscoe, and why he did not get 
The Pres-i-den-cy. Q. H. F. 


[ Ode 1V:X1:44.) 
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ARCADIAN HOARDING. 


HAWTHORN buds and daisy fields, 
How glad we’ve been together! 

O honey-suckle’s kisses sweet! 
O golden summer-weather! 





And I have woven queenly crowns 
Of pimpernel and roses, 

And seen the shimmer of the waves 
Before the lily closes. 


The brown-thrush and the oriole, 
The red-breast and the plover, 

Have piped their songs as sweet for me 
As if I were their lover. 


For every wild lobelia 
I brought Trix for her tresses, 
With sweet girl-justice she returned 
Strict payment in caresses. 


To be a Croesus of this stamp 
Is best of avarices, 
A Vanderbilt of Trix’s smiles, 
A millionaire in kisses! 
STARKWEATHER. 








A NOCTURNE. 


ALM is the 
night, and 
still. A 
faint and 
tender 
breeze 
passes si- 
lently over 
the lofty 
house- 
tops. The 
pale full 
moon, 2s 
yet un- 
tinged 
with au- 
tumn’s 
aureate 
ru be- 
scence, 
slumbers 
in the 
clear ceru- 
lean skies. 











For it is night. 

He who wakes leans on his window-sill, 
and listens. One sound alone breaks the silence 
—the regular movement of the policeman on 
his beat—a series of dull and measured steps, 
varied only by an occasional staccato note, 
when his club falls upon the head of some be- 
lated citizen. 

Peace broods over all. 

Softly upborne upon the bosom of the light 
westward blowing wind come the varied odors 
from Hunter’s Point. Strange as the spirit of 
love; all pervading as the influence of goodness, 
they appeal to a subtler sense than that of 
hearing. 

The listener draws in his head and closes 
the window. 

Why? 3 

For all was peace—all was silence—all was 
calm. 

High in heaven still sails the moon, her 
silver light deepening and growing richer with 
every hour. She is a dream of white-faced 
beauty, soon to blush warm as she catches the 
ardent gaze of the morning, ever approaching, 
yet far below the eastern horizon. 

Hark! 

A sound. 

Thin, clear and long-drawn-out. 

- it the horns of Elfland faintly blowing ? 

0. 
It is the young man with the concertina. 





Slowly the sound swells in volume, gracefully 
it wobbles from one key to another, up and 
down the chromatic scale it plays like the jet 
of a musical fountain. Now with one sharp 
wail it cleaves the upper ether; now with a 
long-drawn gurgling moan it sinks to a second 
of silence, only to burst forth again in one 
wild gusi of sound that is echoed back from 
the vasty caverns of clouds unseen in the high 
fathomless domes of the empyrean. 

He who wakes puts his head out again. 

He listens. 

The solo is no longer a solo—it is a grand 
concerted piece. A high, wildly modulated 
shriek answers from a back fence. 

What was it? 

It was the—what? Leave the answer to the 
unresponsive ages. 

And hark again! 

There is another voice in the concert. 

Bass, resonant, hoarse. 

It is the dog. 

And yet once more! 

The policeman feels the mystic influence of 
that wierd strain stealing o’er him, and the 
staccato taps of his club ring fast and furious 
on a myriad casual skulls. 

And now the rooster! 

The urban rooster—the late and early city 
cock, 

Shrill and sharp from the tenement-house 
coop rings his clarion call. 

He answers the musician. 

And yet once more, for the last time, listen! 

A clattering rain of bootjacks—a crashing 
volley of china and tomato-cans, 

Still moans and wails and yawps the treble 
of the concertina; still drones and booms its 
ghastly bass. 

* 

The man at the window withdraws into the 
room, and lays his hand caressingly upon the 
Indian club. " 

Slowly he ascends toward heaven and the 
author of that plaintive melody. 

* * 


“The Sweet Bye-and-Bye” is hushed ere its 
final notes have thrilled the azure. 
* * 


It is still night. Calm and faint the tender 
breeze passes over the lofty house-tops. The 
pale full moon, as yet untinged with autumn’s 
aureate rubescence, slumbers in the clear ceru- 
lean skies. 

And Peace broods over all. 

Silent Peace. 

Victor Huco. 
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The Watch-Chain-Outside-the-Coat Idiots. 
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THE YACHT AT NEw- 
PORT. 


Ya-as, we have ar- 
wived heah, and, al- 
though we have wun 
ashore occasionally, 
our temporwarwy 
wesidence and that 
of the othah fwiends 
of the pwopwietah 
of the cwaft is aboard 
of this extwemely 
wespectable specimen of naval architecture, 
the Xarwifa. So the aw cwuise cannot be con- 
sidahed stwictly at an end. 

Newport I have, on pwevious occasions, en- 
deavored :to descwibe. Don’t suppose my de- 
scwiption has been specially satisfactorwy to 
any fellaw who takes the twouble to wead what 
I wite. 

Awfully sorwy if it hasn’t, but I weally can’t 
help it. Aw, ye know, I positively don’t pwe- 
tend to be a historwian or a constwuctah of 
guide-books, or one of those unfortunate liter- 
warwy fellaws who have to wite things for their 
bwead and buttah. 

At dinnah—’pon my soul the cook doesn’t 
turn out things at all badly; aw he’s a Fwench- 
man—I sat next to Miss Marwy Slocum, the 
gyurl with the blue eyes—the quite pwetty but 
scwaggy blonde. She made herself d-d-doosidly 
agweeable in twue Amerwican style—although 
I don’t think I could explain pwecisely what 
style that is. 

She is said to have a gweat deal of landed 
pwoperty and money, and to be verwy anxious 
to find some English fellaw of good family to 
entah into matwimonial welations with her, in 
the same mannah that young Paget was cap- 
tured byan Amerwican gyurl whose formah pa- 
twonymic has escaped my memorwy. 

The numbah of questions she asked was pwo- 
digious. Perwhaps something had disagweed 
with her to excite her interwogative qualities. 
Was I not tired of Amerwica? How long had 
Jack and I been heah? Should I conclude to 
make this countwy my wesidence ? Why didn’t 
I get marwied? Wasn’t English society evah 
so much niceah than the descwiption of ar- 
wangement in this countwy? My weplies, as a 
wule, were simply, ‘‘Aw.” 

No; Miss Marguerwite is far superwiah to 
Miss Marwy Slocum. At least, that is my im- 
pwession. I must positively seize a favorwable 
opportunity of letting her know my twue senti- 
ments with wegard to her. 

Anothah of the party, the son of a wetirwed 
butchah or gin-palace pwopwietah, who wore 
his watch-guard outside his coat, made wathah 
an ass of himself at dinnah by wemarking within 
the hearwing of Jack and me and the wemain- 
dah of the company that Amerwicans were 
much bettah sailahs than Bwitish fellaws, and 
that in everwy othah thing they were also far 
superwiah, 

This, ye know was diametrically opposed to 
my views on the subject, but I didn’t contwa- 
dict him—too much of a baw. Besides, the 
fellaw, although wich and considered fashion- 
ably wespectable, was beastly bad form aw. 











HERR BANDMANN is coming over here this 
fall, to play Hamlet. But we don’t propose 
to let imported talent crow over this free and 
glorious country. We’ll back Gus Williams 
against him any day, for artistic ability and 
for accent. . 
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Liarity, which unto you 

’Tis my duty to make clear, 
Or you'll think his actions queer. 
Whatever he saw others do 
Struck him as a good thing, too. 
Thus through practical evidence 
Did he gain experience. 
As you know, the Latin phrase 
Experientia docet says: 
And experientia 
Does it, too, in Africa. 
For experience, as you'll see, 
Did it for our hero, T. 


eas had one pecu- 


"Twas upon a sunny noon 
In the Central African June— 
Which, if you will please remember 
Your Geography, is December— 
That the Troddledums was seated 
On a palm tree, near the strand, 
There these words he soft repeated, 
With a smile serene and bland: 
“Ga ga goo goo go go ghee, 
Wally wally wi do wu wu wee!”’ 


am cyr 





’Twas his nation’s chant de guerre 
Set unto a native air. 

But he broke off in the strain, 

As he looked upon the main. 
And he had a fit of coughing 

As he saw a ship in the offing; 
Swallowed a staccato note 
Catching sight of one small boat, 
By a jovial tar propelled— 

And his breath the Simian held. 





For he noticed in the rear 

Of the boat, and thought it queer, 
There reposed two pairs of boots— 
Two big bouncers; two small toots. 


Ah! if Troddledums had but known 
About those boots,-he’d have let ’em alone. 
The sailor walked with two pedals bare, 
And his feet just fitted the bigger pair— 





Number nineteens—the others, which 
Didn’t fit him, were filled with pitch. 








TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 


PART II. 


And as he walked up the sandy beach 
That sailor uttered a horrid screech, 
And expressed such excessive and poig- 


nant grief 
You’d have pawned your hat to give him 
. relief. 





But when he sat beneath the palm, 

And put on a boot, a holy balm 

Seemed to come o’er his troubled soul, 
And a smirkulent smile that sailor smole. 





And when he put on number two, 
He cheered till you thought he’d never get 
through. 


And he rose, and slipped off sly, 
With a wink within his eye— 
Slipped off, happiest of galoots— 
But forgot the little boots. 





Then Troddledums came down, out of the 
tree 
And went for those boots, with a smile of 
lee. 
And drew them on his feet, “ For,” 
thought he, 





“It must be nice, though it’s clearly 
naughty!” 












But as he sought to walk, in vain, 
Back came the toiler of the main. 





And, grasping him, with animation, 
By the caudal termination, 


Pulled him from the palm-tree’s bough— 


Don’t ask me to tell you how— 
Though it seems quite clear enough 
That the tail was very tough. 





Thus he led him to the strand, 
Shipped him for a foreign land; 
And but small account made he 
Of the monkey’s dignitee. 





And here you see them dashing away: 
On the monkey’s visage is writ dismay, 
But the sailor grins with a fiendish grin, 


For the sailor he is a man of sin. 





And now for Troddledums commences 
A new set of experiences: 

Which shall, very presentlye 
Quite immediately, bye and bye, 
Be unfolded, all, to lie 

Open to the reader’s eye. 





[More hereafter.} 




















vt ae 


—e 











PUCK. 





HOSPITALITY TO THE WAYFARER IN NEW JERSEY. 


























The Reception Committee 





And their attentions. 








A DRINK. 


I want to write, but how the—well— 
I’m going to do it, I don’t know; 
I might, were I an English swell 
And riding down—aw! Rotten Row! 
Sing, as did he, that grand old man, 
Our modern Bayard—debonair— 
Who wrote of Esmond, and did'scan 
So Sharply Becky in the Fair. 





And still I don’t know what to do; 
Life is a riddle hard to scan, 
And, on my word, I know it’s cru- 
El thus the poet to unman. 
But still, I know, the dismal fact 
Remains, as all my friends must think, 
I’ve stood all day, and I'll be sacked 
If I’ve been stood a single drink. 
JOHN FRASER. 








GOSSIP FROM THE HIGHLANDS. 


[From our own correspondent.| 








MosgquiTo Bay, 
HIGHLANDS, N. J., Aug. 14th, ’79. 

Heat and hard work combined had begun 
to tell upon this iron frame, when one morning 
as I entered the office fagged, worn out and 
limp as a soaked paper collar, Puck beckoned 
me to approach his Mitiness, and, with that 
sweetly ingenuous smile which he reserves for 
his friends, said kindly: 

“Theophilus Smith, you are not looking 
well. Too much work and too little bear are 
killing you by pints. You must lay up for a 
few days; have plenty fresh air and eggs, and 
generally recuperate. Where, now, would you 
like to go to?” 

Rapidly I ran over a long list of places in 
my mind. Europe? No; that was too remote, 
and, besides, I am waiting for Professor King’s 
trans-Atlantic balloon to take me there. The 
White Mountains? My friend, the Hon. F. 
Fitznoodle, had pre-engaged every available 
hotel, farm-house and boarding-house in the 
place for himself and distinguished suite of 
friends. Manhattan Beach? Unluckily, my 
great-great-grandfather’s forty-second cousin’s 
cook was a Jew, as is also my uncle, the world- 
famous millionaire, whose Golden Balls are a 
feature in society. Brighton Beach? I am 
fond of bathing, and there is that ten-feet long 
man-eating shark knocking about looking for 





amateur Boytons to devour. Saratoga or New- 
port? I have only some $180,000 worth of 
diamonds for wear, and that would make no 
show. The Adirondacks? I might stumble 
across the Rev. Mr. Murray, and he might take 
me for a deputy-sheriff, and he is a good shot. 
And so on through a list of fashionable summer 
resorts, the mere riames of which, even if cor- 
rectly spelt, would be more than sufficient to 
fill an entire number of Puck. 

At last, happy thought, as I was on the point 
of giving up in dispair, I bethought me of the 
Highlands. You know the old song from 
“* Macbeth ”’? 


«* My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here, 
My heart’s in the Highlands a-following the deer; 
A-chasing the wild deer and following the roe, 

My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.” 


The very namé was delightfully suggestive of 
heather and peat-reek, of “whuskey” and 
cheese, and all the other delights that make the 
Land o’ Cakes so dear to its natives, that I 
made up my mind on the spot. For, and I do 
not blush to own it, I am a Highlander myself, 
all the way from Camlachie. So, putting a bold 
face on it, I replied to His Mitiness: 

“The Highlands, an’ it please you, great 
sir.’ 

“The Highlands be it,” was the generous 
response. ‘‘Go there and—never come—no, 
no; I mean come back any time within three 
weeks. I am not a millionaire and can’t afford 
to give you a special frigate for the navigation 
of the Arctic Regions; or send you to the 
South Pole in search of buttermilk; or to the 
Equator on a hunt after fiddle-sticks; but there’s 
a trifle by way of expenses. Try to make it 
last over the tripnight.” Saying which he threw 
me $200,000 in $1,000 U.S. bonds. 

Entirely satisfied with the little transaction, I 
bowed my acknowledgements to my great and 
beneficent employer, and an hour later had 
started from Pier 35, by the “Seabird,” en route 
for the Highlands. 

Let us now consider the Highlands geogra- 
phically, botanically, Socially, dietetically, and 
from a high moral standpoint. 

First, then, as to its geography. The High- 
lands is situated in the State of New Jersey, on 
the west bank of the Shrewsbury River, some 
seven miles or so north of Long Branch. It is 
chiefly celebrated for its lighthouse, its long, 
shaky-looking wooden bridge, its clams, its 
soft-shell crabs, and its mosquitoes. 

Perhaps you have seen a Highland Mosquito? 
If not, you must have been several miles off, for 





it’s big enough to be seen across New York bay, 
and makes noise enough to spread from here to 
Saratoga. There is no mistake about it. You 
can’t afford to ignore a Highland mosquito. 
The more you try to ignore it, the less you can 
afford it. It won’t let you. It sticketh several 
mustard plasters closer than a brother. It 
cleaveth unto thee, and refuseth to desert thee 
even in thine hours of affliction. This is gospel- 
truth. If you don’t believe it, just come here and 
try it. J knowit, I have felt it; in fact, I am 
feeling it now—all over me, and that’s what it 
is that moves me so much. I am distinctly and 
pre-eminently a man of feeling, and the mos- 
quitoes know it, for they are always feeling for 
me. So am I for them, but I can’t catch them. 
I should like to—O,so much. But they won’t let 
me. It’s a way they have. Their education in 
this matter must have been neglected from in- 
fancy. I wish it hadn’t been—I do. But what 
can’t be helped must be endured, and I’m en- 
during all the time. 

Of the pleasures to be had in the highlands 
I am in a position to talk highly. The still- 
water bathing is splendiferous, that is if you can 
swim and are not afraid of crabs. I can’t and 
I am; so I don’t swim. But I surf, and the 
surfing—you can have it in its prime at Green 
& Johnston’s, right at the end of the bridge 
(I mean, of course, the other end, not the end 
that isn’t), and I can tell you it’s simply High- 
cock-alorum with a very capital H. 

Then there’s an occasional band and hop at 
Thompson’s and the East View, not to speak of 
a peripatetic organ-grinder and his monkey. 
I should have said, monkey and his organ- 
grinder, for the monkey is usually master of the 
situation. But let that pass. Jupiter will nod at 
times, and I haven’t lunched yet. 

I could write you a vast deal more of equally 
instructive matter, and may sometime or other. 
But just at present I don’t feel like it. Writing 
on an empty stomach is almost as bad as 
bathing on a full one. So I refrain for the 
present. 

Yours truly, 


THEOPHILUS SMITH. 


P.S.—By the way, dear Mr. Puck, there’s 
one little matter I forgot to mention. Funny, 
is it not? Living here is just awfully high, and 
if you really could now—I owe Jake four cents 
for postage fees, and 








* [The rest of our esteemed correspondent’s letter is of 
too personal a kind to be of public interest —Ep. Puck.] 
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THE GIRL WHO BANGETH HER HAIR. 


NTIQUE and queer were the clothes he wore, 
And vinegar-hued was his countenance; 
Like a hater of women he gazed before 
At the ground, and constantly shunned your glance. 
Yet a keen observer was he, unknown— 
As I waved my hand to a maiden fair, 
He caught it and croaked in a dissonant tone: 
*¢ Young man, beware! 
Beware of the woman who bangs her hair!” 


« Unhand me, sir!” said I, in a rage, 
But he raised his eyes so cold and queer, 
And his dry lips opened and said: ‘* My age 
Commands you to hark to my warning here.” 
(Those strange, hard eyes heid me steadfastly 
As his finger bonily clawed the air)— 
« Young man, if you never would be like me, 
Beware! Beware!” 
Beware of the woman who bangs her hair! 


‘¢ For she charms the fools with a look askance 
Through a curl in the hair banged over her eye, 
And smooth is the guile of her countenance, 
And skilled is the tongue that so well can lie; 
She murmurs that you are her love alone, 
While she weighs your worth by the purse you bear; 
You catch not the treacherous ring of her tone— 
Beware! Beware! 
Beware of the woman who bangs her hair! 


The beautiful tigress is fair to see, 
Yet you know of the death that her warm breath 
brings; 
The rattlesnake warns you in time to flee; 
But SHE never tells you before she stings. 
The serpent that hisses before it kills, 
The cat with the mouse that it seems to spare, 
Hide not their purpose as SHE who wills 
Your end—Beware! 
Beware of the woman who bangs her hair!” 


‘‘As warmly she languishes on your breast, 

You foolishly fancy it thus alway. 
Can you soothe a haunted heart’s unrest? 

That ghoul must have a fresh soul each day! 
Can you, when your newness and purse runs dry, 

With a world of purses and men compare? 
Ah, fool, you battle with destiny— 

Beware! Beware! 
Beware of the woman who bangs her hair! 


‘* know! What I utter has come to pass; 

Though fair without, she is cruel within; 
She will glide away in the rich, new grass, 

And cast you off as the snake its skin!” 
His bony fingers relaxed my wrist, 

And red was the mark, as he left me there, 
Pursuing with wondering eyes, and hissed: 

‘« Beware! Beware! 
Beware of the woman who bangs her hair!” 
GRAPH. 








HOW A MASTODON’S TOOTH WAS MADE 
TO FIT A HUMAN JAW. 


THE RESULT, WITH AN IMPRESSIVE MORAL, 


HOT day in August, not many years 

ago, I was seated in a railroad car 

speeding swiftly towards a certain west- 
ern city. I was on my way to lend my sublime 
presence to an annual meeting of a national 
scientific association. 

At P., a deaf old cynic, who had ridden at 
my side just long and far enough to nearly con- 
geal my marrow) ¢vacuated his position, and 
it was immediately reoccupied by a good-look- 
ingzoens chee, See ha found to be genial, 
inte t, and 

A le ee Tween us, cards 
were exchanged, and I was informed that my 
compahion’s name was Oliver Ooze, and that 
he too was on the way to add his bulky brain 
to the imposing aggregation of scientific intel- 
iectuality. 

He had; besides, a rate specimen which he 
desired to exhibit to the members 





interested in " a leather bag 
that lay at his feet; ie drew forth an enormous 
~ mastodon’s tooth. Its- weight, le stated, was 


_ over six pounds, and it was dug up many years 
before on his grandfather's farm. 
- ‘At this ‘moment a voice, issuing from some 
~ person in the next seat behind us, inquired: 


‘** Young man, in the name of all that’s ugly, 
what do you call that thing ?” 

We turned our heads and examined the que- 
rist. He was a man of medium size, somewhat 
advanced in years,and his form was enveloped 
in an oversuit of drab linen. A closely-fitting 
cap concealed much of his face, but enough 
was visible to satisfy us that he was nothing 
more than an ordinary person, and, perhaps, to 
judge from his question, an old simpleton. 
That Oliver Ooze inclined to the latter belief 
will appear from what follows. He gave mea 
gentle punch in the ribs, as a hint to keep 
mum while he attended to the stupid old stur- 
geon that was biting at his hook and then re- 
plied: 

‘So you wish to know what this thing may 
be, do you? Very well, sir, it will give me 
pleasure to inform you. But, first of all, let me 
introduce myself and companion. You have 
doubtless read and heard a great deal of me. 
I am Professor Hardshell Glyptodon, of the 
Megatherium University; and my companion 
here is Professor Drift, of the Tuckertown 
Temple of Technicalities, and, I must add, 
the renowned discoverer of those immense 
fields of castile soap in Saponaceous County, 
Iowa.” 

‘‘ Can it be possible!” exclaimed the stranger. 

‘* Yes, sir, it is possible. But to attend to 
your question. The object that has attracted 
your attention, my friend, do you know that 
you never could guess what it really is? What 
will you say when I inform you that it’s a 
tooth ?” 

‘* Can it be possible!” exclaimed the stranger. 

‘It is, my friend, it is; but the simple fact 
of its being a tooth becomes commonplace 
when you consider the fact that it’s a human 
tooth,” 

‘* Can it be possible!” exclaimed the stranger. 

“Think of it, my friend, a human tooth as 
big as a five-quart pail, and weighing over six 
pounds. Think what massive jaws were neces- 
sary to support two rows of such teeth; what a 
gigantic frame to support such jaws and such a 
skull! Great Cicero! the thought is wonderful, 
positively startling, sir.” 

‘* Can it be possible!” exclaimed the stranger. 

‘* My friend, I’ve half a notion to let you into 
a secret; to reveal something which not ten 
pane in the world have the slightest knowl- 

——- By Saint Cuspidore, I’ll do it! let the red 
lightning of my grandfather’s displeasure flash 
as it may; only promise .me not to whisper a 
syllable concerning it tp a solitary living soul; 
because, you see, it might ruin an important 
business speculation we have in view.” 

“‘ Can it be possible!”’ ex¢laimed the stranger. 

‘Every word of it; my friend; but, listen! 
About fifteen years ago my grandfather dis- 
covered that tooth while digging worms for 
fish-bait; found it ina grove a few rods from 
his house. Ever since then it’s been used in the 
family as a milking-stool. My dfather’s 
farmpby the way, Sait three southwest 


Sporadic County, in this extensiye Hoosier 
State. Well, sir, a year ago this coming Sep- 
tember, and ‘while digging close b meere this 
tooth was found, my shovel stru 

hard; it-was a bone. T-dngaidiied teil under 
it, and tried to pry it up. Tar I couldn't 
budge it. I then went and’ told the circum- 






two hired men, returned to the spet and 
digging like prompt. To cut the 
y | short, what, after excavatin 


for three see do 
you think we uncovered ? uess a life 
you wouldn’t hit it. You may believe eee 
not; you’ suspect that. I’m. the 






truth; but, sir, as true as the 
B. F. "Butler, we uncovered the enti 





of a prodigious giant man—beauti 
served, and measuring not a fraction less than 


of Fungusville, on the Threadbaré Turnpike; |: 


stance to my grandfather, and he and pwith 


is 

one hundred and twenty-six feet and four 

inches in length!” 

“ Can it be possible!’ exclaimed the ineeasie: 

** Possible? of course it is; moreover, I be- 
lieve him to be one of a numerous race of 
giants that once lived and breathed and chewed 
tobacco right here on this juicy soil of Indiana! 
‘Think of that giant, my friend! Why, com 

with him, Goliath contracts into a dwarf; the 
Cardiff giant shrinks into a midget, and our 
stalwart fellow-countryman, Captain Bates, 
eight feet high, shrivels into a Liliputian! To 
look at that skeleton, sir, with its monstrous 
ribs out-lined against the sky, will make you 
think of the framework of a ship before they’ve 
nailed on the clapboards,” 

‘Can it be possible!”’ exclaimed the stranger. 

‘*What use do you think we put that skeleton 
to? my friend, you couldn’t imagine. I'll tell 
you. My grandfather, who is a mechanic as 
well as a farmer, made some circular windows 
for the eye-sockets, hung a solid door in the 
nasal cavity, caulked up all the crevices between 
the jaws, cleared out all the brain dust, and 
now that skull makes the neatest ice-house you 
ever saw, It’s in the thorax, though, that 
we’ve done our prettiest. The thorax, I must 
explain to you, is the cavity of the chest. We’ve 
partitioned it off lengthwise, thatched the left 
side with straw, fixed up some roosts, and it 
makes the best chicken-coop in Christendom. 
The right side we use as a work-shop for the 
men, and as a play-house for the children; the 
top being covered with canvass, it makes a de- 
lightfal place for both purposes. Around two 
of the ribs the ends of a rope are tied and 
there the children sit and swing and laugh and 
read dime novels and other sacred literature 
for hours at atime. On pleasant Sundays in 
warm weather the whole family spent most of 
the time sitting in the thorax of that stupen- 
dous skeleton; the women with their books 
and knitting, and the men with their news- 
papers and pipes.” 

‘Can it be possible!” exclaimed the stranger. 

“Great Jupiter! how you talk! certaindy it’s 
possible! my friend, I’ve often pictured to my- 
self that giant as alive and well, and I’ve 
thought what an imposing fellow he must have 
been! And every. time I look at that tooth I 
think of that eleven-story man waltzing around 
with the jumping toothache. Czsar’s ghost! 
just think of it! think of a nerve two feet long, 
and larger round than a clothes-line, and every 
inch of it red-hot! think of the aching, the 
throbbing, the burning! Think of the poor 
wretch ignorant of the virtues of creosote and 
the forceps of tooth-carpenters, jumping about, 
in his agony trampling down brave old oak 
trees and lashing the air into tempests with his 
mighty my! Wa at my journey’s 
end, I see, now, my friend, per- 
haps forever, ‘a o try and get down our way 
and take a look at that bagged cs for- 

et the place—Fungusville, Sporadic Co 
Indiana Good-bye, sir.” i 
Just a moment, young man,” said the 
erly stranger with sudden briskness, as we 
preparing to leave the car. “I expecf 
to. you again. You attend the scientific 
. tion, do you not? Very good; then 
callin at any of the sessions of Section B; you 
will find me there. Permit me to present you 
my card.” 

With a.face suffused with the crimson tints 
of a glorious sunset, Oliver Ooze took that card 
and read— 

We Theophilus Claviele; 
~ Professor of Comparative Anatomy. 
Chairman Section B., AAAS, : 
Yale College, Conn. 
m| ‘But Oliver Ooze went not in unto Section 


B; neither did his -mastodon’s tooth revel in 
scientific honors. 





- Jay Ginger, 
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THE RETURN FROM THE LODGE. 


SONG AND CHORUS. 


[Dedicated to the wives and mothers of the Fraternity by 
one of the Brethren.| 





LD Sam Brown is an F. A. M., 
He lives at number four, 

He comes home happy twice a week 
And swears and kicks the door. 

His wife would like to ascertain 
What keeps him out so late; 

He sy op *¢ It was the Lodge— 
They a can-di-date: 


CHORUS. 


 T’'ve been to the Lodge, love, I’ve been to the Lodge; 

We worked the T. A. B. degree, I and Billy Hodge; 

The goat broke loose, and when we tried to catch him 
he would dodge. 

You must excuse me this time, love, I’ve been to the 


Lodge. 


** There’s a bock-beer goat at Starlight Lodge, 
We feed him pepper corns: 
He went for me the other night, 
And stabbed me with his horns. 
If they don’t muzzle him next week, 
Resign I think I shall; 
‘It’s dangerous to handle that 
Ferocious an-i-mal. 


** No wonder I’m excited, love, 
That my coat.is torn behind, 

For the Great N. G. appointed me _ 
To straddle on a blind. 

The candidate had Jacks ahead, 
And raked my little pile, 

Then all the came around 
And said they’d ‘ take a smile,’ 


‘¢ It’s a dreadful solemn thing to work 
That T. A. B. degree; ‘ 
They Zake A Bier around in it— 
A mournful sight to see. 
They took the bier around to-night 
Whenever we would drink; 
It had a great effect on me, 
It made me weak, I think. 


** If Starlight Lodge don’t mend her ways; 
And shoot that fractious goat, 

And make me a donation to 
Replace my injured coat; 

And stop the beer, and all that thing, 
Without me she must shine; 

For certainly~.or probably— 
Or maybe—I'll resign.” 





STANLEY. 





CORKONIAN PERSIFLAGE. 


r 


“ THat dl has just recovered from the 
scarlet fever,” Said a man to his friend in a 
first-class Carriage on the Belfast line. 

The accused, who overheard be — 
turned angrily upon the speaker and exclaimed: 
‘i: Well, isn’t scarlet as fashionable a color for 
a fever as any other ?” 


—_—_— 


< 






S 


- water if you please,” | 
t, ‘an avaricious mil: | 


THE fossilized figure of a man, nineteen feet 
in height, and with a complete set of barbers’ 
implements close at hand, has just been un- 
earthed in the Department of the Shannon. 
Themummy couldn’t have been a ‘knight of 
the lather, for it did not speak even about the 
weather, 





A CurisTIAN proprietor of a hotel declined 


}to accommodate a Hebrew with rooms. 
* “Why ?” asked the son of David. 


~ “Your Jewy nose,” was the brief and insult- 
ing explanation. 
The applicant returned a fortnight later, with 
his nasal appendage greatly disfigured. He 
repeated his request. Again he was destined 
to hear that puerile objection: 

“Your Jewy nose.” 

“Tis a Christian nose, exclaimed the Jew 
indignantly. 

‘* Impossible!” said mine host. 

** Not at all,” was the response, “ for a Chris- 
tian gave it to me in a fight.” 

Leo C, Evans. 





[N.B. Nobody's Business.—Will not some 
exchange editors, who appear to be intelligent 
enough for jury duty, and honest enough for 
Congress, please take notice that Cork is not in 
France, unless France is in Ireland ? Of course 
Ireland embraces a large part of France, not- 
withstanding that the inhabitants of the former 
country are generally ‘‘Greeks,” with the ex- 
ception of some of the men who seem to be 
regular “Turks.” Who will trace the geneaology 
of the Irish—we mean the French—of the 
French—we mean the Greek—of the Greek— 
what the horny-handed do we mean—people ? 
The preceding jokes, like the stories of St. 
Patrick’s snakes, are original inventions, and 
not translations. ] 








CauirorniA Locic.—“ I aim at the elucida- 

tion of the Incomprehensible,” said Rev. Jo: 
Cook to Denis Kearney. 
_'**Give me your hand, give me your hand,” 
cried.the agitator, with enthusiasm. ‘I don’t 
know what you mean, but if you are not a 
bloated bondholder, you must be right.”’ 





Maup GRANGER spends $11.000 a year on 
her wardrobe: This is only another variation 
of the old Clara Morris advertising dodge. 
Some day, you will see; Miss Granger will be 
run away with by a clothes-horse. 





Answers Hoy the Anions. 





HASELTINE.—She would and he would not. 
INTENTIONS.—If he sings ‘‘ Babies on Our Block,” it 
is fair to assume that he is a bachelor. 


ALEXANDER M’TirT.—It is true that one member of 
the new Austrian ministry is named Ziemialkowski; but 
you have no right to judge from that fact that he steals 
spoons or smokes five-cent cigars. You must distinguish 
between a man’s misfortune and his fault. 


J. F. D‘; Century Club.—Now, it’s awfully good of 
you to send us your article about the Jew business at 
Manhattan Beach, but, we leave it to you, do you con- 
sider that sort of thing /ime/ly, or, in fact, suitable for 
any publication except a serial history in quarterly parts ? 


Gustav ScHwAB.—God bless you, dear boy, we won’t 
*¢ say anything sarcastic,” if it hurts your feelings; but, 
really, you must remember that it won't do to * take 
down your shutters before you have anything in your 
shop-window”—which is the gist of a remark made bya 
man who did that very thing, and suffered for it after- 
wards. You must learn to cook your ideas, and cook 
them well—and above all, you must assure yourself 
whether they are worth cooking, or not worth it—before 
you offer them to the public. What you have sent us 
shows that you have read Bret Harte, and that you 
haven’t read the article on ‘‘ Prosody,”’ in the back of 
your Latin Grammar. Do you see? 


Nix,.—We reprint your undignified but complimentary 
utterance in the hope that it may cheer some fainting 
spirit, revive some drooping soul, and, generally, tend to 
make the world better, happier and brighter. 


Dear little Puck 
You’re a comical duck, 
Who sees earthly matters most clear, 
Let them say as they will, 
With regard to your skill, 
You come to the truth very near. 
And thus, Mister Puck, 
Seeing clearly enough, [Doesn’t rhyme, Niz/] 
To make each man hate you or love you— 
Continue your road 
In your earthly abode 
Till you rise to the heavens above you. 
For what care you for each, 
Or the words which they preach— 
Or e’en should they deem you unkind— 
You but teach folks to see 
How foolish they be, 
As you urge them true wisdom to find. 
And now, Mister Puck, 
You comical duck, 
You really are much to our liking; 
As the faces of those 
You wish to portray _[Nizie rhyme !} 
Are certainly truthful and striking. 
And that man on the front 
May mumble and grunt, 
And turn from your view in distraction, 
But ’tis not often. you see, 
That a statesman can be 
Brought too close to himself by reflection, [No rhyme!] 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY 


JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 


«Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘* Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘‘A Dream of a Life;’’ 
** Legends of Lorne;” ‘ Lone Glengartney,”’ 
etc., etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XIX, 
“‘Grief follows swift upon the heels of Laughter.” 


HE incidents already narrated, although 
taking up so much space in the recital, 
occupied only a few days, and May had 

not yet passed when, with startling rapidity, 
comparatively speaking, but a few hours, our 
little domestic drama developed into myste- 
rious and terrible tragedy. 

We have neither the time nor space at our 
disposal requisite for the minute recital of all 
the little, and, in many cases, apparently trifling 
incidents which went to make up the chain of 
circumstances that eventuated so fatally; and 
must content ourselves with merely indicating 
their general nature and character. 


** You look quite distrait to-day, and indeed, 
sir, did I not know that you had some little 
liking for me, I should call your m-nner indif- 
ferently cold. Have I offended you?” 

The words were spoken in a light and deli- 
cately bantering tone, in which, however, it 
was not difficult to detect a vein of uneasiness 
and doubt, as if the speaker were really more 
anxious and apprehensive of some change in 
her lover’s feelings towards her, she knew not 
what, than she was willing to allow herself to 
believe. . 

Not that, for a moment, she doubted his 
love or constancy; of both she was too well 
assured. But, for the past few days—ever, in 
fact, since the episode of the window-blinds, 
though that Archie knew anything of that she 
never for an instant suspected—she was uncom- 
fortably conscious of a change in his whole de- 
meanor towards her; a change imperceptible 
to outsiders, but easily and, indeed, instinct- 
ively detected and felt by her. And this un- 
easy consciousness of something being amiss 
in its turn reacted on her, and, in spite of every 
effort to maintain her usual manner when in 
her lover’s company, she found herself strangely 
constrained—almost, indeed, uncomfortable— 
when alone with him. 

Not that the outside world could detect any 
difference in their bearing towards each other. 
That, to all seeming, was as ardent and affec- 
tionate, even to passionateness, as the most ex- 
acting could demand. In fact, so ardent and 
loving that the Doctor and the Count were 
constantly ‘‘chaffing” the two on being a “‘pair 
of spoons” and the like. 

It was noticeable, however, that though at 
first Archie took this friendly bantering in great 
good humor, and indeed secretly liked, rather 
than otherwise, to be rallied now and then by 
his friends on the matter of his engagement, he 
had of late resented their innocent banter, and 
even so far lost his temper on one occasion as 
to be distinctly and markedly rude both to the 
Doctor and the Count. 

“‘ Look here, old fellow,” said the former 
to Archie, one day, as they were seated in 
the billiard-room, enjoying an after-dinner 
chat, “ you’ll make me bist man, won’t ye?” 





‘* Yeez, and I'll be ze god-fader, and give ze 
candle-cup,” chimed in the Count. 

Archie flushed uneasily and bit his lips as he 
replied very sharply: 

‘TI shall trouble you, gentlemen, to confine 
yourselves to your own affairs in future. Your 
vulgar chaff I look upon as a piece of imperti- 
nence,” 

Saying which he hastily turned on his heel 
and left the room, leaving his two friends dumb 
with astonishment. 

‘¢ Phew!” whistled the Doctor, who was the 
first to recover. ‘‘ What the deuce is up now? 
Can he and the mavourneen have had a tiff? 
Bedad, it’s not unloikely, but they’ll make it 
up, never fear; though, be the powers, Count, 
his language was most ungintlemanly.” 

And the fire-eating descendant of the Mac- 
donalds, of County Meath, frowned solemnly. 

‘‘Ach, mein Got!” replied the Count more 
philosophically, “it vas not that. Ven I see 
him ‘take zo mooch cucumber and zo leetle 
veenegair and salmon, and ven I zee him take 
ze claret mid ze zoup and ze Moet wid ze val- 
nuts, I say to meself—I say, You vill be not 
vell, young man; you vill be not vell. Vas I 
not right ?” 

So from that day both Bob and the Count 
refrained from alluding, except when directly 
called for, to Archie’s engagement. 

We have dwealt on this, in itself trifling, in- 
cident so long in order to show more clearly 
the nature of the young man’s feelings, and 
the change that was gradually coming over his 
mind with regard to Maggie. 

Archie himself hardly knew how he felt. 
The evidence against her seemed—nay, indeed, 
was—so strong that at some times his whole 
faith in her was shattered. 

But then again when he looked at her pure 
and guileless face; when he watched the un- 
mistakable love-light in her eyes; the exqui- 
sitely fond and tender, though at the same time 
timid, little look which he caught her directing 
towards him so often as she thought she could 
do so undetected; and, most of all, when he 
held her in his arms, and looked down into her 
eyes, radiant with truthfulness and innocence 
and love, and felt the little soft hand flutter in 
his—then he threw his suspicions and doubts 
to the wind, and felt thoroughly ashamed of 
himself for ever having doubted at all. 

On such occasions, too, he would try to 
make up for any past coldness by a fresh mani- 
festation of feeling and passion, so vehement 
that it not unfrequently startled, while it never 
failed to delight, the young girl, whose affec- 
tion was steadier and more equable than his. 

But it was these unaccountable alternations 
of passion and restraint—for it never degene- 
rated into actual coldness—that puzzled Mag- 
gie and rendered her so uneasy. That some- 
thing had happened to disturb her lover she 
more than suspected, and it was her anxiety to 
discover the nature of that something and to 
do what little she could to comfort and console 
him, that led her, after much anxious thought 


and hesitation, to address Archie in the words 
with which this chapter opens. 

Simple as the words were, Gascoyne—for we 
may call him by his right name—found no little 
difficulty in answering them. He would not 
insult her by asking an explanation of the dou- 
ble shadow on the blind. 

That she could give a perfectly satisfactory 
explanation he tried to make himself believe 
was certain. Then why run the risk of incur- 
ring her contempt by exposing his want of trust 
in her, his suspicions and his doubts ? 

And yet there were many other little things 
which combined to render him uneasy, and 
made it impossible for him, try he ever so hard, 
to quite throw off his suspicions and distrust. 

Even before that wretched night, of which 
such frequent mention has already been made, 
he had noticed a marked change in Maggie’s 
whole demeanor—an evident anxiety and un- 


‘easiness which showed itself in the deepened 


pallor and troubled expression of her face; as 
also in her occasional fits of absent-minded- 
ness, and her frequent little starts and sighs. 
Then, too, there were her long and mysterious 
absences from the house and household—ab- 
sences that, strangely enough, not unfrequently 
coincided with the equally inexplicable disap- 
pearances of her cousin, Captain Macleod. 

Archie could not help admitting that, in 
their constant intercourse with each other, the 
Captain seemed perfectly open, friendly, frank 
and free; and equally certain he was that Mag- 
gie loved him truly and passionately. 

Altogether, the young man was strangely, 
strongly and not unnaturally disturbed, puzzled 
and perplexed, and when, as they sat in the 
garden this bright May morning, Maggie sud- 
denly accused him of looking dis¢rait and cold, 
and asked if she had offended him, he hesi- 
tated in an embarrassed sort of way before he 
could frame an answer. 

“Offended! You! 
so ?” 

The words run glibly enough in print, but 
they were spoken in a broken, hesitating sort 
of way that suggested the suspicion that the 
speaker had merely uttered them in a sort of 
automatic way, in order to give him time to 
arrange his thoughts and put together a more 
definite answer. 

“Oh, I don’t know—that is, I hardly know 
how to express myself, but—but, Archie dear, 
for the last few days you have looked anxious 
anc uneasy, as if troubled in mind; and—and, 
don’t be angry with me, at times you look at 
me so queerly and speak in such a kind of far- 
off, dreamy, hesitating way, that I almost think 
you have begun to doubt either my love or 
your own, or both.” 

“And supposing, for argument’s sake, that I 
have changed somewhat—that I am a little 
troubled; have you not changed? do you not 
feel anxious and worried about something or 
other ?” 

As, with a strange, almost imperceptible 
smile on his face, Archie thus turned the tables, 
Scotch fashion, on Maggie, a deep blush suf- 
fused her face and neck, and for a moment her 
eyes fell before his fixed and earnest gaze. But 
it was only for a moment, and as she hastened 
to reply her eyes again looked up into his with 
all the fearless frankness and purity of a love 
that is conscious of no reproach. 

‘It is most unkind of you—hardly, indeed, 
fair, not to say gallant, to ignore my question 
and return it by another. But I”—and as she 
spoke a sweet smile, with just a shade of sad- 
ness, rippled her lips and gave a dangerous soft- 
ness to her eyes—‘‘shall be more frank. I 
have changed within the last few days, and 
have been, and am, very much troubled, but I 
have not changed towards you, Archie, unless, 
indeed, it be to love you more,and my trouble 


How could you think 





will soon, thank God, pass away.” 
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There could: be no doubting those eyes—that 
voice—the pleading, infinitely tender, infinitely 
loving and infinitely sorrowful and yet happy 
expression of that face. In that moment Ar- 
chie rose superior to all suspicion and doubt. 
He read into her very soul, as who could help 
doing through the crystalline purity of those 
perfect eyes? But all he said, as yet—still 
with the old strange smile on his face—was: 

“And so you do love me yet?” 

“You know I do,” she murmured. 

“And no one else—no one ?”’ 

“Oh, Archie, how cou/d I love any one but 
ou?” And the mere thought brought tears to 
er eyes. 

“Darling,” he whispered as he caught her to 
his breast, ‘‘ I know it, and shall never ’’—he 
was going to say “ doubt,” but stopped sud- 
denly.- 

“* Never what, Archie?” exclaimed Maggie 
in surprise. 

‘Never cease to love you with my whole 
heart and soul,” was the reply, and at the time 
he believed it. 

“‘ How good you are! but you have said no- 
thing about your trouble. Won't you tell 
me?” . 

“‘ My trouble has all passed away, darling; 
passed away, pray God, never, never to re- 
turn. ” 


The fervency of his tone surprised her a 
little, but she felt too happy, with her head 
upon his breast and his strong arms round her, 
to be critical. So she remained silent and he 
went on to say: 

‘* But what of your trouble, dear? You have 
told me nothing of it.” 

‘* No, dearest, and I would to God I could,” 
cried the young girl passionately, ‘‘ I would to 
God I could!” 

“And why not, darling ?” exclaimed Archie, 
surprised in turn. 

‘* Because it is not all my own. In a day or 
two I hope to be able to tell you all, but for 
the present I cannot—dare not. Oh, Archie, 
don’t look so strange—so cold. If you only 
knew! Oh, if I could—but there, let’s say no 
more about it now, or ever after, until I am 
free to tell you all. Only have patience. Trust 
me entirely, utterly—won’t you, Archie?” 

“TI will trust you, my own, my love; trust 
you until the death,” and again he fully, im- 
plicitly believed what he said. e 


That same afternoon the two lovers were 
seated in the library. It was the hour that had 
been set apart for their studies in English lite- 
rature; only, on this occasion, the relations of 
teacher and pupil had been reversed, and in 
return for his having taught her to read Chau- 
cer, Maggie was now teaching him to under- 
stand Burns. 

‘* Now, sir,” said the fair preceptress, as she 
handed him the open book, with a pretty air 
of affected superiority, ‘‘let me hear you read 
these verses, and mark me, sir, read loudly, 
clearly, distinctly—giving the vowels their full- 
est, broadest sound. Now, sir, proceed.” 

So Archie read, and, in spite of his compar- 
ative ignorance of the broad Scotch, he read 
superlatively well: 

** Go fetch to me a pint o” wine, 

And fill it in a silver tassie; 
That I may drink, before [ go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie; 
The boat rocks at the pier o’ Leith, 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the Ferry, 
The ship rides by the Berwick Law, 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 
«The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 


The glittering spears are ranked ready; 
The shouts o’ war are heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody; 
eee nae 

W: e me er wish to ; 
Nor shouts o’ perky. heard a f 
It’s leaving thee, my bonnie Mary.” 








‘* Ve-ry good, sir; a decided improvement 
on yesterday. Only ‘maun’ should be pro- 
nounced ‘munn,’ and ‘blaws,’ on the opposite, 
very broadly—like this. But what think you 
of the verses themselves; are they not glo- 
rious ?” 

‘Glorious! I should say they are. As Sir 
Philip Sydney remarked of the old ballad— 
they thrill one like the sound of a clarion. It 
is indeed a splendid lyric.” 

““ Yes, that is exactly what Lockhart called 
it. What a magnificent picture is given in these 
lines, beginning, 


‘ The trumpets sound, the banners fly!’ 


Homer never wrote anything more graphic.” 

“True,” replied Archie, ‘“‘and talking of 
graphic verse, what do you consider the four 
finest of modern ballads ?”’ 

‘Oh, that is too hard a question; but I 
should say that Tennyson’s ‘ Lord of Burleigh ’ 
was one of them, and, perhaps, Browning’s 
‘How We Brought the Good News to Ghent,’ 
another.” 

“‘You are not far wrong, but the latter is 
hardly a ballad; it is a short epic—in other 
words, a lyric. To my mind, Longfellow’s 
‘Wreck of the Hesperus,’ Kingsley’s ‘ Three 
Fishers,’ and Sidney Dobell’s ‘Keith of Ravels- 
ton,’ with the one you mentioned, by Tenny- 
son, are perhaps the best ballads of this cen- 
tury.” 

‘Then we shall read them to-morrow, sir, 
but meanwhile we are forgetting Burns. Sup- 
pose you now read—I am in mercy to you 
selecting the easy ones preparatory to taking 
up others more purely Doric—‘ The Banks o’ 
Doon.’ ”’ 

So. Archie, as became an obedient pupil, 
turned up “‘ The Banks o’ Doon” and read the 
beautiful and most touching lines which every 
one knows, until he came to the last verse— 


** Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree; 
And my fause lover as 





He had got thus far when, on accidentally 
moving the leaf, a card dropped out. Stooping, 
he picked it up and was about replacing it when 
his eyes caught the writing on it. His face 
turned deadly pale; his hands shook so that the 
book fell, and he started to his feet. At the 
noise Maggie, who had gone to the book-case 
for another volume, and had her back turned 
to him, turned around. 

‘Well, sir,” she cried, “what next?’ and 
then, noticing the deadly paleness of his tace, 
she rushed up to him terrified, exclaiming: 

‘‘ Archie, darling, what is wrong? You are 
sick, love!” 

With a terrible effort the young man nerved 
himself sufficiently to answer, with a sickly 
attempt at a smile. 

“Yes, I am a trifle sick; please excuse me if 
I leave you for a time, dear.” 

“But, Archie, love, it will soon pass off— 
won’t it?” ; 

“‘ Yes—it—will soon pass off,” he repeated 
mechanically, and passed out of the room. 

‘Soon pass off!” he murmured, as he went 
up-stairs to his own apartment. ‘ Never.” 


* * 
* 


The note that had excited Archie so strangely 
was sufficiently simple and brief. 

Only nine words—yet these nine words 
changed the whole course of several lives, and 
brought desolation and shame to several hearts. 

The words were written on a plain, ordinary 
visiting card, and were as follows: 

‘Maggie dearest, meet me—old spot—to- 
morrow at eleven. M.” 


(To be continued.) 

















THE constitutional right to bare arms is gua- 
ranteed to every pretty woman.—J/. Y. News. 


Ir is laid down as a principle by the spelling 
reformers that ‘“‘eggs is egz.”— Boston Daily 
Advertiser. 


BisMARCK admires Americans, When Judge 
Kelley interviewed him he neglected to call in 
the dog.—Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 


WE have never known Philadelphia cooler 
than it is this year. At least, not with the 
present state of the thermometer.— Philadelphia 
Bulletin. 


SomE folks make iced tea by putting a lump 
of ice in a boiling teapot, but these original 
ideas have their drawbacks. — Detroit Free 
Press. 


In some parts of Texas the streams are so 
dry that the fish have to wear dusters to keep 
their clothing from getting spoiled. — Phila. 
Kronikle-Herald. 


No Hottentot is permitted to marry more 
than eight sisters out of one family. This is 
right. Somebody else might want a chance.— 
Kronikle-Herald, 


Joaquin MILLER has shaved off his beard 
and had his hair cropped short. He doesn’t 
look so much like a poet, but he looks cleaner. 
—Alta California. 


Tue last of civil service reform disappeared 
from the White House a few days ago. The 
garbage collector took it away in a slop-bucket. 
—Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 


It was Commodore Perry who sent that 
immortal despatch: “‘ We have met the enemy 
and they are ours; two beers, two schooners, 
and a plain soda.”—Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 


Aw Arab soldier asked leave to revisit the 
home of his childhood near one of the most 
desirable of the pyramids, making it as an ex- 
cuse that he wanted to see how his Mame-lukes. 
— Cin, Sat. Night. 


THE young woman who ran away with Harri- 
man, the pedestrian, varied the monotony of 
recent events of this kind by eloping with a 
footman instead of a coachman.—Boston Com- 
mercial Bulletin, 


ConngECTICUT objects to Sunday excursions, 
but the crop of defaulters in that State con- 
tinues largely in advance of all demands. 
There is nothing like nicely balanced con- 
sistency.— Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 


The papers are all nominating presidential 
candidates. With head bowed down in meek- 
ness, the Derrick suggests the name of Chas- 
tine Cox. To be sure he never caused so many 
deaths as Grant, but he can smoke just as many 
cigars, and just as good ones, too, and don’t 
you forget it.— Oil City Derrick. 


Sue’s a giddy girl,” said Smith to Brown, 
talking of a chattering young lady, at an 
archery party.” ‘ Yes,”’ answered Brown,’ 
“she talks awful light,” and yet Smith sailed 
to Europe and journeyed through Germany 
and France, and it was not until he was going 
down the Rhine that it struck him that Brown’s 
remark had any relation to the word “ tox- 
ophilite.”— Unknown Ex. 
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A CONFUSION OF CHANDLERS. 
How SAN Francisco ENTERTAINED A JUGGLER. 


Mr. WiLiiaAM E, CHANDLER, the Secretary 
of the National Republican Committee, arrived 
last Wednesday, and the next morning Mr. 
W. E. Chandler, an Eastern acrobat and jug- 
gler, also reached this city from Chicago to fill 
an engagement at Woodward’s Gardens. Last 
evening our State Central Republican Com- 
mittee tendered the former distinguished poli- 
tician a dinner at the Palace Hotel, and fourteen 
well-known politicians said that never in the 
whole course of their career had they been 
called upon to do justice to an occasion more 
fraught with, etc., etc. Eleven heavy capi- 
talists felt proud of the opportunity of extend- 
ing a characteristic California welcome to one 
whose eminent services, etc., etc. Eight edi- 
tors remarked that as what had been already 
said had been on the whole so well said, they 
felt that nothing remained to them but to join 
in extending the right hand of fellowship to one 
whose signal abilities, etc. 

Then the guest of the evening replied: 

‘“‘Gentlemen—my dear boys: I really am-er 
—knocked endways by this way up blow out. 
You do me proud. I’ve-er—hearn that you 
California feller treated Booth and Jefferson 
and them big bugs of the perfesshun bang up, 
but I didn’t know that you came out so allfired 
strong on us variety people. However, I claim 
to be “The Only Chandler,” and I can get 
away with any man in my line of business that 
walks on legs. There ain’t one of ’em kin keep 
four. cannon balls in the air at the same time— 
not one, I know. There’s that little Dutch- 
man—Klopheimer—who bills to do my hoop 
contortion act, but he’s a fraud, gents—a_per- 
fect fraud. The hoop he crawls through with 
a glass of water balanced on his nose is just 
the same size as mine, I admit, but then it is a 
rubber hoop, and I can prove it. I’m going 
to have a benefit next Saturday evening, and I 
hope you’ll all come. Only six bits for reserved 
seats. I will now pass around the table with 
the tickets.” 

The guests quietly but firmly lit out.—San 
Francisco Post. 





THERE is a new sect in Russia, which holds 
that it is a great sin for people to shake hands 
with each other. If that ceremony is per- 
formed with the sort of sincerity it often has 
among Christians, we are not sure but the new 
sect is about right.— Boston Courier. 


It gives a man a vivid conception of the 
hollowness of all earthly things when he sees 
the commander of a barber shop with a head 
as barren as the bottom of a wash-bowl, and 
then reads his name on a bottle of hair invig- 
orator warranted to produce hyperion curls on 
a bald head in three months.—Syracuse Times. 


RICHARD GRANT WHITE says the expression 
‘He is going for to go” is incorrect. Richard 
is too particular. We suppose he would also 
object to the remark, ‘‘ You git right up and 
git right out and ‘git.’” And yet the fellow to 
whom it was addressed would understand it as 
quickly as if you were to.sling two pages of 
grammar at him.—Vorristown Herald. 


Cot. Bos INGERSOLL is a most remarkable 
man in many respects. His oratory displays 
keen wit and tender pathos. His diction is 
grand, and his color and imagery ripe with 
Oriental richness. He can move an audience 
to smiles or tears as he wishes, but at the same 
time, when he is drawing on a tight boot, and 
his toe works through the bow of his stocking 
and sends it flying up around his ankle, he gets 
about as mad as any man who is no more bril- 
— than the roof of a chicken-coop.—-. Y. 

tar 





THERE are no swear words in the Sioux lan- 
guage, it is said. But don’t let your sympathy 
go out to the poor red man on that account. 
He doesn’t feel the loss of them. When any- 
thing doesn’t please him—when, after carefully 
sharpening his lead-pencil the point snaps off 
—instead of relieving himself with a string of 
oaths, he mutters two or three terrible-looking 
five-story words with bay windows and mansard 
roofs, and rushes out and scalps a pale face. 
This soothes his angry feelings just as effectually 
as if he had all the profanity of the English 
language at his command.— Norristown Herald. 

Here is a recipe for making a Russian pea- 
sant’s coat. Take an old tattered blue dressing- 
gown and use it twice as a mop to clean up a 
stable-floor. Next rub wheel-grease into the 
lower half, and let it dry black and hard in the 
sun. Next sprinkle the upper half with hard 
lard and candle droppings, not forgetting to 
give the sleeves a double quantity. Next wipe 
off a street-crossing with it thoroughly, choosing 
a particularly muddy day for the trial. Next 
wet it with cabbage soup (the favorite food of 
the peasants), and tear several holes in its sur- 
face. Finally let your dog sleep in it for two 
years.—/. L. Stoddard in Bangor Commercial. 

WE arise from the Pullman couch after the 
porter has helped drag off the blanket. It has 
long been a question in my mind whether the 
Pullman blankets are stuffed or weather-boarded. 
I think now they must be built on the plan of 
the Victoria bridge. The one I slept under 
last night was an inch and a half thicker than 
a Miller platform, and just about as elastic. 
When the porter folded it up, he had to go out- 
side, lay it on the rail, and let the train run 
over it to make a crease in.it. When you cover 
up with one, you think you have drawn the 
drapery of a plank sidewalk about you, or else 
covered yourself up with a wharf-boat or the 
side of a frame house. 

All last night I dreamed I was a turtle, a sea- 
turtle, one of the tortoise-comb denomination, 
and that I had caught cold in my shell and 
couldn’t bend it.— Hawkeye. 


“THE NEW JUDEA.” 
“THE PAPAL FARM.” 


“Hints for the Jews.” 
“Several Ways of getting to 
Manhattan Beach.” 


To meet the demand for the 
above Cartoons, new Editions of 
“Puck” Nos. 123 and 125 have 
been published. Copies can be 
had from all Newsdealers, 

















SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT.. To purify and sweelen the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 












Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERBS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal mag ee in all as of ~ com a a 
~ s ainst Dyspepsia, Fever an ec, &c ne 

rd rdial in’ tect if taken aaep. It is also most excellent for 
ning with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 

L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y.: 










Acrostic by the Poet Laureate. 


Cheerful tidings! Chills are banished! 
Hail elastic strength and youth! 
Into naught our woes are vanished, 
Noise abroad the glorious truth! 
Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 
All the frightful, ghastly train, 

Like a routed army leave 3 
Youth regenerate hess 

Pain and grief no more a’ ict us, 
Troubles waver, disappear; 

Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 

Sold by druggists far and near. 


naps ten is put up in neat die-struck tin pom ape mt 


pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family 
= Maucer & Petrie, Wholesale Agents, RS Ng 





Persons afflicted with diseases of the eyes can find no greater 
curative than POND’S EXTRACT, There are no harsh 
and irritating drugs in its composition, so that it can be used in 
any case without the least danger of injury to the most delicate 
organism. It has astrangely marvelous power to arrest and re- 
move inflammation. It affords relief upon the first application, and 
producing the b-st results when its use is continued. Beware of 
imitations. Ask for Ponp’s Extract—take no other. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


Tonic of exquisite favor now 
tue whalocivilined wold cares Dye Diarrhea, Soument 


Ague, Colice and all dlacedere of 6 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or 
genuine article, a eetaren tp Dee y, GB tien bone, 
a _ 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 








G. H. MOMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


importation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 cases More 


than of any othér brand. 





German Liederkranz. 
GRAND SEASIDE CONCERT 


SUMMERNIGHT’S FESTIVAL, 
Thursday, August 21, 1879, 


at SEA BEACH PALACE, Coney Island, 


Commencing at 5 o’clock p.m. Concert, by full male chorus of the 
Society and St deny at 8 p.m. Dancing atrop.m. Orchestra 
and two Promenade Bands. Brilliant Illumination and Decora- 
tion of the Palace. Great Pyrotechnic Display. 
» for non roperly introduced, $1.00 No 
return checks. Tickets can be « obtained at: Constantin Schmidt, 
t Broad St.; Fr. Hol Bidg.; Steinway & 
ee 111 E. 14th Se; H. C. fF. ‘Hohenthal, cor. Third Av. and 
sad St.; at the office of the Sea Beach Palace, and from all the 
members of the Society. 

Trains and boats, via Ba ec, by N. Y. & Sea Beach R.R.; 
via Locust Grove, by. the ~- yn, Bath & Coney Island R.R., 
and via the New Iron Pier by the boats of the Ocean Steam Navi- 

ation Co., will run all night. In case of unfavorable weather the 

estival will be postponed to Friday, August 22, 1879. 











909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street, 


CARAMELS A SPECIALTY. 


FIN BON poms UNEXCELLED FOR EXCEL- 
LENCE OF FLAVORS. 
NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 


VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large assortment of Bonbonnatres in Boxes, 
Baskets and China ware. 





FAVORS FOR THE GERMAN OF OUR OWN 
Sa. GRESNFIELD. 

















: Just out: 


TWO NOSES FOR SALE. ***: 


WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS. ce 2 15 ay be 
AMERIC EWS CO. 


AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 


ANY, New York. 




























































































VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


SANDIFER, 


DIAMOND vss. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


NO FANCY PRICES. 
are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitang Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET: FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 








Publisher of “(DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 





BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT é HOBEHIE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 

BREWERY, 


Brewery & Office. 159—165 E, 59th 
St. Teo-bouse and -vaults, 56th 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. 
tee * BOHEMIAN BIER” to eq 
_— in all respeeta, and to Exeel Domestic and 
Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 


* BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 
SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BiER. 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
1H; BRESLIN, CONEY ISLAND. 


WEET 
DENTAL ‘ OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 
Late 389 Cama Srreer. 


B77 7 hasres 0: 





| rms 








to ts. Outfit Free. 
CKERY, Augusta, Maine. 





Ome 


COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets, Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 


THE CELEBRATED 
CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP. 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 








GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 
SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


QUANAGO, patented... 2.00 


sit K; paragon frame 
The Famed 





400 


aa Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near agth st. 


Ss 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 


BROKHAHNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 











Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 7 


This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated |Speed and Dia- 
pond Speer Razors, being Ham urg hollow 
groun 

W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 





CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


Porta HED) FELD CATS 


! FOR'GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


SUITS to order .. she 








ove eon dine $10.00 
.+2$12.00 to $40.00 





Satisfaction Guaran 


Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 
OPEN FROM 5:30 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 
HAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
bie Ter street ferries, 

ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferr 
to fersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 
‘oint 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

3D ST. AND 8TH AVE, 5 it3 ST. AND oTH AV. 72D 

. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. TH AV. D ST. AND 

STH AV. 104TH ST. _ TH AV OR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 

take east side stations. DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and gth av. 
alternately, 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENT: Ss, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 





Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9.45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to 10.35 P M 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 
**7), R. Martin’”’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘“Thomas Collyer” and ‘“Twilight’’ leave North River 
landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 
Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 Pp. M. Pier 8, 9. 55 A.M., 
and hourly to 6.55 PM. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.25 P.M 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N.R., at 8:35, and 24th St. atg A. M. (By 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN. at 8 A. M.) Landing at N 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKI L, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 








Vienna, Philadelphia 


AND 
Amerijcan Institute Fair, New York. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., NEW YORE, 
Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for eee, Colleges and Societies, 
also Class Rin; 





ding 
Keys that wind any Watch 
matic Eye-glass Holder 26 cts. Heavy 
Cased American Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders erm of these goods sent free 
gy yon receipt of price. 
Esras.isuxp 1838. 


CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBL # CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, Hg articulars address with —> 
“Ele HHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 
This Institution was regularly incorporated by the i a4 
of the State for Educational and Chantable purposes A gee 
THE TERM OF “Five YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE nn 
es FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
000,000, to which it has oak added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
feNEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 12th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New Orleans, September gth. 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $1 "$x 000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
— “4h halves, one ($1 ) dollar, Apply to M. A. DAU- 
» New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 
Now York: 


EPP Ee ; 


ROYAL . 











HAVA 


TICKET OFFICE. 102 NASSAU 





Next Havana _— ytd takes place August 27th, 
AL $200, 


821 paaP iS. to $825, 000. 


Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Quarters, $10. Fifths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. Twentieths, $2. Fortieths, $1. 


FN ene aoe Lnetet ¢ 
KENTUCKY STATE LOTTERY, DRAWING AUGUST 30. 
Capital, $14,000. "Whole tickets, @1. 


pr QUISIANA Ae TATE Lg, 1a 9 Sc,b00. 
Tickets, $2. Halves, "i. 


ALL CERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 


ax@m In writing orders or for information please state 
hat you saw this in the English ‘‘Pucx.”’ 


RUINARTeecesitanea r720CHAMPAGNES. 


Connoisseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 


unequaled in quality, 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanc e, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO., 
16 Cortlandt St., ‘Sole Agents for the United States. 


PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshtibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottler’s of Rincier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 

PH. SCHERER & CO., 
8 College Place, near Barclay St., N. Y. 


























PIANOS. 


orkmanship; have the endorsement 


PATENT COVERS 


to all others in Tone, Durability, 


Su FOR 
and ‘ ’ 
° 0 i M E Rae ist Modal of Mert ITLING “PUCK” 
hibition. Reduced Prices. Cash or Time. — 
Sohmer & Co., 149 E. 14th St., N. Y. Price $1.00, 





308 Broadway, 
CLP NEW YORK. 


PUBLISHER OF 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


ENLARCINCG OF PHOTOGRAPHS, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION, 


Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 


R SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 


21 & 23 Warren St., 
nd through any Newdealer. 


BACK NUMBERS 


ay PUCK” 

be Supplied on Demand. 
fice of “PUCK”, 

21 & 23 Warren St. 











FRASH & CO. 


10 Barclay St., New York. 


CHAMPAGNE, 


“Continental” Brand. 





In cases, QUartS.... 6... eves woeeeee $7.00 
‘ RR ETS ee $8.00 
** cocktails, roo bottles... + ese0++$7.00 


A suitable discount to the ‘trade. 


TEN CENTS A GLASS. 


Champagne Pavillion at Coney Island, 
amg New Iron Pier and adjoining 

est Brighton Beach Hotel. 

Also Cal. Hock, Claret, Angelica, Sherry 
and Brandy. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
ee nts for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 


TAUNUS Fy yy MINERAL WATER. 
Ruedesheim, Rhine Wines. 
'L «, A. &. Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs,; 
etc., etc. 


























OLD &RELIABLEFrscnanr vaniry rain 
TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Curt. 


** MILD ’’—Rare Old Virginia, * HALVES ”—Rare Old 
Perique and vas. New Combinations of these Fragrant 
Tobaccos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six First 
Price Medals. Paris-1878.. Peerless Tobacco Works. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. Y. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 9 Maiden Lane, 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND BINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year.— Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES, 


Full ie from the Great: GOLD and SILVER j Mines, Ordies 
exec for Mining Stocks in New York or San Fi ; 


Almost: given 
away. talogue of General dary yes and fiction free, Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs 7 pws 
LEGGAT BROS. . 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK. 


C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St. {near Broadway, N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. os © Ot. go Sete hove Siem 
6—8 Pp. M. $1.00, incl, bottle win 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 























KEEP’S SHIRTS 


ARE THE VERY BEST. 


— from Wamsutta Muslin. Bosom three-ply linen. The 
ry best. 
as ood? SELLY MADE SHIRTS, six for $6, 


ont ain seams to 
EP S CUSTOM "SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 
Fit guaranteed. 

NIGHT SHIRTS, all Xo extra long, $1 each. 

BOYS’ COMPLETE TS, $1 each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole or half sleeves, 60c, each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 Ce 

; Best epee — Drawers, 50. each. 
P’Ss UMBRELLAS. 

BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROTECTED RIBS, §$: each; 
€ as cent stronger than any other Umbrellas. Regina and Twilled 

ilks in all styles. Novelties in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 

P's KID GLOVES, 
For Cm, the yy eet lain or embroidered $r a pair, 
RCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIES, Re. 

All ee tp Samples and circulars mailed free. We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No. 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


STORES: 


637 Broadway 
Nos, { 1299 Broadway t New York, 


No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUPACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 








BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE FROM. QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL AT 


202 BOWERY 


OBSERVE 





TOP OF § SICN. 
BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET, 








L. DE VENOGE, 
41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the onenpel Wine 
Merchants and Grocers 


‘S ‘N JHL Ni G3L40dWI 


“THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
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PEASE 8S 
SERENE Soe RE 


. 4 me 5 rs ; tC i % 


: MAYER. MERMEL @ OTTMANK LITHOG, 23-25 WARREN ST HY 


PRIVATE MONOPOLY OF PUBLIC SEATS—SKETCHES OF THE HOG FAMILY. 


OFFICE OF “PUCK ” 23 WARREN ST NEW YORK 





